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PREFACE. 



It ia now some eighteen mooths since I 
published uiy little voluinc of Poeius eotitled, 
" SxEiY TuouGHTa," iuteuded eliiefly for private 
circulation among my friends ; however, as 
nearly 500 copies found their way into the hands 
of the puhltc I have do reason to complain of its 
want of success ; on the contrary, the kindness 
with which it was received has induced me 
to venture on another attempt. "Secohd 
Thouohts," like its predecessor, is merely a 
compilation of scraps contributed from time to 
time to the various periodicals of the day, 

E. D. 
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THE SPIEIT8 OF AIE. 

^ LiHTiNXD awhile — she waa aiaglng 

A song she had quite made ber own — 
The strains on my ear sweetly riuging 

Were meant for my presence alone. 
We thought not of those who around us 

Could not its deep feeling coEstrue ; 
Its notes with enchantment had bound ua, 

And were but addressed to us two. 

Each word from her lipa gently flowing. 

My heart's inmost chamber would gain ; 
Each sound seemed in fondnesa bestowing 

A joy 'twas delight to retain. 
And though not a glance passed between us, 

That_voice and that melody told 
Of when and of where it bad seen us 

When singing that ballad of old. 



o THE SPIRITS OF AIR. 

When music comcB thus, softly stealing. 
It bends ev'ry nerve 'neath its away. 

It speaks to our heart's better feeling. 
And drivea ev'ry sorrow away. 

We appear as if blandly translated 
From this world's monotonous care, - 

To those happy regions created 

. For love and the spirits of air. 



'■^"^ 



MT VISIT TO A FAXCV BAZAAU. 



^^UR church was in debt — 'tnaa a chronic 
disaster ; 
But church claims, like others, ivill luivc to be 

Our orgnn was cracked ; from the ceiling the 
plaster 
Had threatened to fall since the last heavy wet. 

To meet these expetiBew, our pastor invited 
Hia young lady fiieuds to get up a ba/aar ; 

And you know for a venture like this, once united, 
How anxioud, how quick, energetic they are. 

It opened at last ;— my two ciousins bad taken 
A stall, on which -wares of all kinds were 
displayed ; 
They declared that by me they must not be 



I muBt go and assist, eo they coaxingly said. 



12 J/y VISIT TO A FAXCY BAZAAR. 

Well I went, my month'spayjust receiTed,iiimy 
pocket, 

A Bhilliiig was ankeil as I rntered the door : 
I wished tlijit my purse in my box I could lock it. 

But made up my mind to disclose it no more. 

But, alas ! fato has forced our best motives to 

baffle, 

And all my resolveR had soon yaDished and fled ; 

For a guinea was drawn from my stock for a 

raffle. 

Into which I hy some soft persuasion was led. 

I advanced but a step, when some gentle eoticer 
Held up a smart cap, which she begged me to 
buy; 

She said sAe had made it, it could not be nicer, 
And how could I such a dyar charmer deny ? 



I breathed once again; — I thei 



■ught out my 



And hoped that with them I might surely be 
spared ; 
But I found them enclosed by their victims by 



d just as badly as me to have fared. 



AfV VISIT TO A FANCY BAZAAR. 13 

As I stood, some one near me approached with a 
letter, 

The postage demanded was just two-and-sis ; 
I paid it — I thought that perhapa I had hett«r — 

Although by this time I was up to their tricks. 

I groaned in -ai-j anguish ; my money was failing ; 

The things I had got were no manner of use ; 
My foes heeded not, they still kept on assailing. 

And vainly I asked fi>r a merciful truce. 

At laat all was gone, and they somewhat relented ; 

Ty some later comers directed their care ; 
And I, who hy this time had sadly repented. 

Escaped from the room and the crowd that waa 




A DAT DEEAM. 



J^YiNO once beneath a willow. 
On a aunny Summer's day, 

Sods of grass I made my pillow, 
And to ailent thought gave way. 

■ First I mused on absent creatures, 
Wished them present by uiy aide ; 
To recall their welcome features 
In my mental vision tried. 

Nest I turned to scenes long vanished, 
Scenes in which I'd borne a part. 

Scenes which time had almost banished 
Even from my constant heart. 

Fancy led me to discover 

Beauties which I saw not then ; 

Fainted me again the luver, 
Happiest of mortal men. 



A DAY DREAM. 

Lost in reverie, I floated 

O'er the wide, the trackless sea. 
To a laud on whit-h I doted. 

Which was all in all to me. 

Saw the loved ones as we parted — 
(Yes, except the falling tears) — 

All to recollection started, 

Heedless of the lapse of years. 

By some hand I seemed just lifted 
From this dull, this weary earth. 

And appeared a moment gifted 
With a new, a brighter birth. 

But it waa an instant only, 

Passing sounds upon me break, 

And again, both sad and lonely. 
To realitv I wake. 



A KISS IN THE DAEK. 



j^^HE slept I — 'Twas ooe evening 

I found her wyes closed ; 
In quiet enjoyment 

She tranquilly dozed. 
1 would not disturb her. 

For slumbere are sweet : 
Expecting on waking 

Her soft look to meet. 

But time lingers not, 

It goes running on fast, 
And night with its shadows 

Was coming at last ; 
So I thought a slight cough 

Might, ere twilight had fled, 
Arause from its pillow 

That beautiful head. 



A KISS IN THE DARK. 

But, alas ! 'twas not heard ; 

I nest rattled a chair, 
And opened a window 

To let in the air ; 
But she still remained paesiTe — 

I could not stand this — 
So stole from my charmer 

A dear little kies. 

8he woke as by magic — 

Looked wildly about ; 
Appeared quite perplexed. 

And her senses to doubt ; 
So I begged her forgiveness — 

'Twas only a lark — 
And she kindly returned me 

My kiss in the dark. 



I DAEB MOT BEEAK THE SEAL, 



j^f^ lETTEE ! Oh, the hopes, the fears. 

The little pacltet tolds ; 
A manuscript of smiles or tears 

ItB envelope unfolds. 
How often will it bring a pledge 

Which worda dare not reveal ; 
But when it has a broad black edge, 

I dare not break the seal. 

I pause to scan the short address ; 

I turn it o'er and o'er ; 
Soiae circle now has one the less. 

And Bome heart beats no more. 
I long to close the dread suspense, 

To end the doubts I feel. 
To )eam from whom it comes, and whence, 

But dare not break the seal. 



I DARE NOT BREAK THE SEAL. 

I strive to bring to mind a trace 
Of some remembered band. 

When posted from an unlinown place. 
Or from a diHtiuit land ; 

And tears wiU steal into mine eje, 
Wiich I would fain conceal. 

Tet as these anxious moments fly, 
I dare not break the seal. 



A EEMINISCENCE OP MT TEAVEL8. 



2t ONCE to London's famous towa 

A haatj visit paid : 
Since often of its great renown 

I'd beard what people said : 
And though the ocean I had crossed, 

And many sights had seen, 
I found myself there almost lost. 

In iact felt somewhat " green." 

One day in passing down the Strand, 

A man drew my attention 
To sundry puppets in his hand, 

He said, — of new invention. 
He bad contrived, beyond a doubt, 

A novelty in toys. 
Whose ev'ry joint, when pulled, gave out 

A moat diverting noise. 



A REMINISCENCE OF MY TRAVELS. 

He asked me if from hira I'd buy ; 

(I Lad the iiiclinatioo), 
And thought when I got home to try 

And make a great aenaation. 
The price he claimed I would not pay ; 

(Two shillingH was his charge). 
Which for such dolb, I freely say, 

Appeared to me too large. 

However, as the things were new, 

I longed just one to take, 
For mechaniHni it is true 

Does take some pains to make. 
So handing him the cash, I placed 

The purchaso in my pocket, 
And quickly toward my home I paced, 

(Just went off like a rocket). 

Arrived — the wonder I dieplayed, 

Expecting their surprise 
At hearing all the squeaks it made 

And its astounding cries. 
I first e:ip]ained all I had heard. 

And told them all its powers ; 
Said I, 'tis clever, on my word. 

And will amuse for honrs. 



A REMINISCENCE OF MY TRAVELS. 

And now impattant for the game, 

I gave a gentle tug 
Without result — do noises came, 

So then I gave a lug. 
But all was silent as the grave, 

I failed with ev'ry Hmh ; 
I found the dealer was a knave. 

And I'd heeu done by him. 

The fact was that the doll I'd bought 

And paid for — shillings two— 
Waa only of a common sort. 

And scarcely worth a sous. 
The calls which had so much amazed 

(So varying in sound), 
The fellow in hie throat had raised 

I subsequently found. 

ijome chafGng to be sure I got. 

The thing was all a catch. 
And I confessed that I was not 

For Londoners a match. 
In other lands I tell the joke. 

Although I lost my money. 
And when I find it mirth invoke, 

The doll I still think funny. 
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STANZAS FOE MTJSIC. 

^^a ! cbill me not with distant looka, 

With words of light concern ; 
I only ask that lore like mine 

Should meet ita due return. 
I only wish my heart's refles 

Imprinted on thine own. 
And that the eye which wanders now 

May rest on me alone. 

I would not ha^e thine air Ichh gay. 

Nor thy discourse constrain. 
Since these are but the rippling wavea — 

The surface of the main. 
But there is a far deeper thing — 

A tie engrossed above ; 
A bond which binds two hearts in one — 

And the firm bond is love. 



STANZAS FOR MUSIC. 

'Tia tender aa the softest thread : 

So sensitive may prove. 
That wounded, there ia left a scar 

Which time may not remove. 
Then cease to toy in careless mood— 

A fickle thought control ; 
Beminded that the source of love 

Is centred in the soul. 



REFLECTIONS UPON THE RESTORATION 
OF PEACE BETWEEN PRUSSIA AND 
FRANCE. 

_^Lt last ends the conflict, no longer the cannon 
Booms loudly, propelling the missilea of strife ; 

No longer the word of command urges mnn on 
To seek without mercy each enemy's life. 

Once more in the scabbard the sharp sword has 
rested, 

The rifle, uncapped, now no dire bullet throws ; 
The soldier at ease, of his armour divested. 

Seeks gladly the long and the wished-for repose. 

Could we dwell on this picture, this picture alone. 
And think that with peace er'ry trouble had 
fled. 

Then, indeed, might its blessings in manner atone 
PorthetoJlsofthepast and the loss of the dead. 

But, alas ! war's destructions cease not when, 
vacated. 
The battle-field shows but the mounds of the 

The ruins on which man his vengeance has sated 
Are left, not so quickly their forms to regain. 



26 REFLECTIONS ON PEACE. 

Tlie plaius veft of beauty, tbe forests uprooted. 
Point jet to tlie liavoe its traces displuT ; 

The townH, stil! ilinh-ensed, wliieh some rude 
handB have looted, 
Smile not as of old at the presence of day. 

■The wounded, tlie maimed, still their tortures 

enduring, 

Groan on, and in sorrow their torments bewail. 

Peace is not for them — brings no prospect of 

curing 

The anguiah they suffer, the pangs which assail. 

The crowds go in mourning, their garments 

revealing 

The sad desolation which reigns in the heart, 

.Afflictions which peace has no power of healing, 

Its joys can to such but slight comfort impart. 

A war such as tbis — this sad clashing of races — 
Ijcaves a stain which for ever must blacken 
the age ; 
Enlightenment pales : such a warfare effaces 
Man's boasted progression, — blots ■ history's 
page. 



THE NEW" TEAR. 



J^LsoTHKB year — commenced like others gone, 
With hopes and prospects, crushed as they 

are bom ! 
We greet its advent, fancy that we see 
A brighter future in the time to be ; 
"With keen expectancy ite course await. 
And blindly place our confidence in fate ; 
Forget the past, neglect its warning voice, 
And with the gay and frivolous rejoice. 
Another year — a mileatone we may say 
In time's unceasing and resistless way. 
What it may bring, or what its term disclose. 
To us is secret — since no mortal knows 
Hifl tenure here ; to where his path may tend ; 
The road's uncertain, and obscure the end. 
Still there's a pleasure in the glad new year — 



38 THE NEW YEAR. 

'Tis life's revival, must the spirits cheer. 

We strive old cares and troubleB to igaore, 

To banish sorrow aud to grieve no more ! 

We feel as when in youth, the world untried, 

Appears with beauty and with joy allied! 

In glowing colors we prospective paint — 

Kejoice like children, and discard restraint ! 

In visions light we form each airy plan — 

Foretell results, and the hereafter scan. 

Thus it must be, and thus has ever been. 

We deem those things the best we have not seen ; 

Long for the treasures which we have not got. 

And lire desiring to improve our lot. 

Like others, I salute the coming year. 

And pray its course may run without a tear. 



AN UKLTJCKY SUIT. 



_^t QKNTLEMix once wooed a maid- 
She was an only daughter ; 

And being blcsned with cash, 'tis said, 
That many lovera sought her. 

Some came by day, some after dark. 
In flirting she delighted — 

But he aJone, the lively spark 
Of Cupid's flame had lighted. 

Her cottage stood beneath the trees. 

Her garden reached the sea- 
Was fanned by ev'ry passing breeze, 

Bomantic as could be. 
He viewed with glee the pleasant spot 

Whene'er he reached the gate, 
Eejoited in his i)rospective lot. 

And hailed his happy fate. 



. ;.V U.\-L UCKY SUIT. 

She alwitv" bsd a merry uniiki 

Ah lie walki'i! uji to mctt Ktr, 
Her look would ev'ry I'aro beguile, 

For nothiag could be sweeter. 
So to bie luind t1 is thought aroi^ 

('Twas by a friend's suggeotion). 
On hia iiest visit to jiropose, 

Yes — straightway pop the (juestiou. 

The uioi-niug came, he bought new elotheB, 

They were both line and smart, 
The suDshine cheered him as he rose, 

Encouraged him to Btart. 
Arrived becide his charmerV ground. 

He felt a little flurried. 
He had, uuthiukini^Ij, be t'ouud. 

Unreasonably Iturriod. 

He paused awhile, the sea was bright, 

Invited him to bathe. 
He judged 'twould coo] him if he might 

Just in the waters lave. 
So taking off his clothes, he crept 

Most cautiously about. 
Until he found a rock, thnn leapt. 

And swam exulting out. 
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AN UNLUCKY SUIT. 

At lust, refreshed, ho riac'.icd tlie siioi-e, 

Expeeting there to fiud 
The sheltered place, where' just before 

tlis things he'd left hohind. 
But, to his sore and sad diBuiay, 

Some imp, in Iminau shape, 
His garments had all borne away, 

And had made his escape. 

Instead — some horrid rags were left, 

Eepulsivo and all torn — 
But being of his own bereft, 

Tliese tatters must he worn. 
Ho put them on — what could he do ? 

Then feared to leave the place, 
When on a sudden came in view, 

His charmer, face to faee. 

!She had no smiles to greet him now, 

Escuses were in vaiu, 
A cloud was on her snowy brow, 

Just threatening for rain. 
She called him ai;. unseemly brute, 

Then passed him with disdain ; 
The cause was — this unlucky suit ; 

They never met agaiu. 



-^iS^our D I were with kindred apirita, 
Join'd with tbose who, heart and aout, 
Qiiaff the cup of joy together, 
l>ra\vu i'roni t'rieudship's happy howl. 

Would that I with those could number 
Who, iu singleness of heart, 
Strive life's chequered path to lighten 
By the kiuduess they impart. 

"Would that those still loved companiona 
Who once cheered away my care, 
L'nited could again assemble, 
Ghidsome as of old they were. 

But, alas ! tbose days have vanished, 
Aud upon a distant shore 
1 must mourn the sad estrangement — 
JIust my lonely state deplore. 



THE CHIGNON. 

jSf ADIE8, tell me why you wear 
All that monstrous tuft of hair ; 
Let me kiodlyjuBt remind 
Knowledge bumps are not behind. 

Is it done to please the lads ? 
Think you men are caught by pads F 
Things like this-unto my eye 
Laws of beauty all defy. 

la it that you all aepire 
To appear a trifle higher? 
If BO, place a busby on, 
Better far than this chignon. 

Ere these ugly things were worn, 
Hair was plaited to adorn ; 
Ringlets round the features played, 
And were tastefully arrayed. 

Now the graceful curU have lied. 
Wool in piled upon the bead ; 
Built upon the crown we see 
Tbia absurd monstroeity. 



A I'LUA JOB THE SrAHKOWS. 



(■ pi-opased Alteration of Ike La; 
resjK-tlins them.) 



CS'ir ! hann not the sparrowB, 

Eoncmber their use ; 
Allow them a respite. 

Still grant them a truce ; 
Do they not eat the peste 

Whieh our flowers disturb, 
The flies and the inaects 

luvading the herb ? 

At morning they cheer us. 

They chirp on our wall — 
Past Kenes long forgotteu 

Thus faintly recall ; 
And as, through the day, 

They hop gaily before us. 
Appear, aa it were, the 

Old times to restore us. 
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J PLEA lOR THE SPARROWS. 

They fear not our presence ; 

They live where we live ; 
Aud tiilic n-ith a ireedom 

The morsela wo give. 
They seem to put ott' all 

Alarm, and to say — 
" We like to be near you, 

Dou't drive us 'away." 

Aitliough they at timea, we 

lu sorrow coufess, 
Make war on the fruit we 

May chance to poaaeas ; 
Let U8 still recollect, 

Before we condemii. 
The aphis waa once more 

Destructive than them. 

Scan lightly their iailings. 

In number but few ; 
£«llect ere you Itill them, 

The good that they do ; 
If jou wish not to seo 

Caterpillara increase. 
Oh, pray let these little birda 

Eat them in peace. 
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LJNES WEITTEN ON THE DEATH OP A 
MOTHER. 



JjEtiME's resistleea hand has taken 
From her son a doting mother. 

Lone and sad I feel forBaken, 
And cannot emotion Bmother. 

Few there are who love us dearly — 
Few to whom we bear our heart — 

And the blow it falls severely, 
"When from such we have to part. 

With my earliest thoughts connected. 
Friend, companion of my youth ; 

Her's was not a love affected. 
But sincerity and truth. 

Never did her goodness languish ; 

Warning me as life progressed ; 
Tcudiog me in pain or anguish, 

Watching when I lay at rest. 
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ON THE DEATH OF A MOTHER. 

Never did she change nor chide me 
When the frowna of fortune came ; 

No ! — 'twas her who atill beside me 
Found not in her heart to blame. 

Her fond love and her devotion. 
Could from no deception spring ; 

Her'B was no well feigned emotion, 
'Twas a far more holy thing. 

Never will my mind foi^et her ; 

Years cannot remembrance chase ; 
Living — I must atill regret her ; 

Nothing can my grief efface. 

ftlay her kind and gentle spirit 
Rise to the abodes of peace ; 

May she, as I trust, inherit 

Beaims where care and trouble ceaae. 



OTHEE DATS. 

j^Chotheb takes me by the hand, 

He leads me through the dance, 
In Bilenee bj his side I stand. 

Our eyes but met by chance ; 
He strivea by many a kindly word 

My sympathy to raise, 
Alas ! such is but faintly heard, 

I dwell on other days. 

He pleads with many an earnest vow 

To me it is in vain. 
My heart it is not with mc now, 

But o'er the foaming main. 
I cannot hear from other lips 

The Bounds of love and praise — 
The only joy my bosom sips 

Is drawn from other days. 



_l_ 



OTHER DAYS. 



I see Iiim turn with secret slooni, 

To liiile his depp rcjirrt, 
I watcli liim an he leaves tlio room, 

And winh we had not met ; 
"Kb pity I nione can give, 

And that my brow portrays. 
For naught can wean me while I lire 

From thoughtB of other days. . 



I 

.(Ic 



. BASHFtJLNESS. 

J^l, QENTLEMAN rather faint-hearted. 

Fell in love with a lady most fair, 
She had bnght speaking eyes, which imparted 

A look with which naught could compare. 
She had locks which for blackness, and bright- 
ness. 

Would put even rooks to the blush. 
She could walk with a grace and lightness, 

And sing like alinnet orthruHh. 

He went day by day out to meet her. 

She passed him, not deigning a smile, 
He tried ev'ry effort to greet her 

But could not hit exactly the style. 
He dressed in a manner most pleasing, 

In clothes just the fashion and fit. 
But what to his mind was moat teasing. 

She seemed not to notice a bit. 



BASSFULNESS. ^ 

He dared not requeat introduction, 

lli« course at tbat took a cbill, 
And thuB time ran away by effluiion. 

And be was abacbelor stUl. 
He saw sundry otbers addreee her. 

To them E>he was all that was bland, 
But Ire who bo longed to poBsess her. 

Could not one alight t«ken command. 

One mom (when as usual bebind her), 

He saw a small glove on the ground, 
He felt that stem fortune was kinder, 

And blessed the dear treasure he'd found. 
He rushed without thought to restore it. 

His tongue for a moment broke loose, 
He said, " Miss, how this gloTe I adore it," 

She simply replied, " what a goose." 

Undismayed he his pent hopes related. 

Confessed the deep cares of his breast, 
Said she, "you for too long have waited, 

I once might have loved you the best, 
.But while yon undecided hare tarried. 

Another has wooed me and won, 
For a short time ago I got married, 

And now to my husband must run." 



SASHFULNESS. 



Touug meu, if you Bee one ivlio charms you, 

One who you could cheriab tbrougli life, 
Cast away ev'ry fear wliich alarms you. 

And hasten to make her your wife. 
Defer not the question prjpo^ing. 

For what can be gained by delay. 
Or while you too baahful are dozing. 

Another my come in the way. 




3£ TOLD bim I could ne'er forget^ 

He begged but to explain ; 
I beeded not bis deep regret, 

Would not let bin remaiu. 
And when I eaw bim turn awaj 

I felt it a relief; 
I could uot, would uot, then portray 

The fullness of my grief. 

I passed bim wben I met him next, 

A liiok e'en I denied ; 
Tet strangely wished for some pretext 

To linger by his aide. 
But when I heard his steps recede, 

My firmness seemed to wane, 
I hoped his goodness still might lead 

To his return again. 



"FORGIVE." 

I wailed, l)iLt he ciime no more — 

They told me he was gone ; 
Time cannot now nis love restore, 

And 1 must rest t'orlom. 
To part, and thus in anger part, . 

Afflicts me while I live, 
Be warned by my unyielding heart, 

And I'oarn how to forgive. 



ODE TO SLEEP. 



..^(.UBH ! 'Tis to sleep my muse now blaudty 

That most unearthly of all earthly things ; 

To sleep — that charm, 'neath whose aerene 

control 
The mind finds rest, repose the troubled Boul ; 
'Neath whose mild sway stem conscience has 

reprieve. 
The care-worn heart forgets to know its grief, 
In whose embrace e'en agony will cease. 
The tortured body be awhile in peace ; 
The tired limbs, by sleep refreshed, awake. 
Their daily toil in cheerfniness to take ; 
The wearied spirit, like the fevered breast. 
In sleep alone can find a settled rest ; 
Nature itself, when shaded from the light. 
Appears to slumber in the arms of night : 
Then unto sleep, as Heaven's greatest boon, 
My peaceful lyre shall prepare a tune. 



■ 



<S?h! would'st thou taate of Lliss on eartli, 

Thy woary hours beguile — 
Seek not thy joys in solitude, 

But court Bweet woman's smile. 

Her voice breathes comfort to tht; heart, 

Her kindly look can cbeer— 
When all around frowna gloomily, 

When all beside is drear. 

In every pleasure, each delight, 

We must her presence hail ; 
And who like her can mitigate, 

When worldly cares assail. 

Then when life's pangs thy mind distract. 

And when oppressed with ill, 
Eely on gentle woman's love, 

Thy aching breast to still. 



.^SwBET petB of the garden, 

Oh, what should we do, 
UnleBa this dull earth 

Was enlivened by you ? 
Yea ! how lone should we feel 

If the Bmiling parterre 
Had naught but the rank herb 

And weed growing there. 

How chaste are thy colors. 

How fragrant thy smell, 
The eye to make joyous. 

The senses as well ; 
To chase a Bad thought. 

Or divert a spare hour, 
Ob, what has a charm 

Like a delicate flower. 



Ah you draw from the sun, 

Tliat grand orb above. 
The tints which adorn thee 

With beauty — for love — 
So, again, you in turn, 

For the nourishing care, 
Yield the scents which so blandly 

Enrapture the air. 

You've a language, your own. 

It pleads right to the heart. 
Although, without words, 

You the meaning impart ; 
You've a voice, though unheard, 

Which has often conveyed 
A tale which, without thee. 

Had never been said. 

In forms, though fantastic. 

Simp] icily reigns 
Throughout thy creation — 

Ita order maintainB. 
Thus, the best food for taate, 

In this gay world of ours, 
la the spot where are cultured 

Some choice little flowers. 



LINES ON THE "WRECK OF THE 

" SUSSEX." 



JjEIhkhe is the land in sight ! " 
Joyous each heart. And light, 

As they discern it. 
Captain and crow rejoice, 
Tell it from voice to voiee^ 

All on board leiim it. 

Months hare now passed away, 
Nothing from day to day 

But the blue ocean. 
Now is freeh life infused, 
Soon from the vessel loosed — 

Each is in motion. 



ON THE WRECK OF THE "SUSSEX." 

Gaily to rest they sink, 
As on the morn they think 

All will be landing. 
Little they dream of shock 
On the unwelcome rock. 

By the ship stranding. 

Scarce had they closed their eyes, . 
When to their dire surprise. 

All their hopes crumbled. 
First they hear dreadful thumps. 
Then the pry, " sound the pumpa ! " 

Now they feel humbled. 

Husbands and wives embrace. 
Gloom in each pallid face. 

Children awaken. 
Water ia rising fast. 
This night may be their last. 

Abject — forsaken ! 

Now they dispatch a boat, 
Six men's their lives devote, 

For auccour striving. 
But ere it makes the shore, 
Swamped — it is seen no more, 

But one surviving. 



ON THE WRECK OF THE '• SUSSEX." 

Haply, the noble ship 
Bravea yet tiie fearful Bip, 

And the waves laving. 
And aa the morning neara, 
Help with the dawn appears — 

All the rest saving. 

But we have still to moani 
Both lives and cargo gone, 

And all the terror. 
Maj this Had wreck auggest 
Caution in every breast — 

Thus escape error. 



"THE TAIEIES." 

(for music.) 



JS^Ihe fairies — I now sing their praises. 

They sport o'er the surface of earth ! 
Thej dwell 'mid the cowslips and daisies. 

And live with the spirits of mirth. 
They sip the sweet dew of a morning, 

As it hangs from each flowrets cup, 
Awhile the gay parterre adorning 

With pearls, ere the bright sun is up. 

They are not tike us mortals with sorrow ! 

They feel not a care nor a woe ! 
They exist in contempt of the morrow — 

The joya of to-day only know. 
They flitter m i'rccdom'n own regions — 

In fancies soft visions delight ; 
They revel untrammeled in legions. 

And heed not the shadows of night. 



" THE FAIRIES." 

They dauoc to the humming bird's Kiiigiug— 

Recline ou the light inowfy soil ; 
At times to nouns drooping bough clinging, 

Although they are ^traugera to toil. 
'Tis thus, when Ihis life's course is euded, 

AVe hope in ihe pastures above 
To roam at our will, and attended 

By the kindred i'j)Jrits of luve. 



WHAT SHE 18 AT HOME ! 



^ CASE not how she looks at fet«s, 

Nor dresses at a ball ; 
The joy her presence there creates 

Affects me not at all. 
Let others strive to please the erowd 

As through the world they roam ; 
But that of which I am most proud, 

Is what she is at home. 

I ralue uot the empty word 

"Which leaves the thoughtless lip, 
Alid ever held that haart absurd 

Which flattery could sip. 
The outer world's alluring glare 

Is but the Hparkliu^ foam ; 
I heed uot her demeanour there, 

It's what she is at home. 



PP-HA T SHE IS AT HOME. 

It is in the domeHttc sceue 

A woman most cau sliine ; 
No arts of fashtou there to screen. 

Or follies to entwine. 
Amid the tioB of edriy youth, 

'Neath the ancestral dome. 
She shows, and really shows with truth, 

What she can be at home. 



^©H ! record not a tale of the dull sombre past, 
Of the days that are fleeted and o'er, 

Of joys that were i'ar too delightful to last, 
Or of BcenCB we eau ue'er visit more. 

The past is a phantom, a volatile dream 
Which esiets hut in memory's page, — 

A night which must vanish as soon as the beam 
Of morn shall it^ sorrow asBuage. 

The past is a, cloud which, io crossing the sun, 
Will cheek the kind warmth of its ray, 

Infuses a sadness o'er many a one, 

"Whose heart inight be bhthesome and gay. 

The years which are flown we can never recall, 

Nor a moment live over again. 
Then the tears retrospection will wring from us all. 

Are alike unsuccessful and vain. 



T 



3k met her, 'twas in after years, 

Her look waa etill the same — 
Though to her eyes the starting tsare 

In quick aucce^Bion came. 
For time and absence long had rent 

The link which might have bound ; 
The summer of our lives was spent, 

And all was changed aroutid. 

We could not meet as once we met — 

We both had other ties ; 
But what we neither could forget 

Was pictured in our eyes. 
We thought Id deed what might have bei 

The bond 'twist her and me. 
Had fate not harshly stepped between, 

And cast its stern decree. 



We parted aincej for both 'twas best — 

We never met again ; 
Tbe secret which our hearts possessed 

Our hearts a' one retain. 
But e're she left ahe looked on high, 
- And breathed a silent prayer — 
'Twaa nestled in a deep drawn sigh 

That she should meet me there. 



" TO-DAY." 
(an ode.) 

J^^AY ! What art thou but an emblem 
Of the fleeting course of man ? 

Whose short life is but extended 
To a trifling longer span. 

Early dawn, so feebly peeping, 

As an infant child appears ; 
Which acquires both strength aJid vigour 

As it grows up into years. 

Noon — the sun has passed its zenith ; 

Now the glory of the day ; 
Like man's state when reached its summit. 

Slowly glides into decay. 

Eve's liiie ^e, serene and tranquil, 
FainUy shines its parting light ; 

Eve's like age, for both forewarn us. 
All must yield to death and night. 



THERE ARE SOME HAPPY MOMENTS 
STILL. 

(foe Mtrsic.) 



J^EEBE &re some bappy momeDte atill, 

d-roeped from the hand of time, 
WhoBe preeeDce wilt the boaom fill 

With ecstasy sublime. 
They're stored with mera'ries of the past, 

With thoughts of other years. 
E'er troubles in our way were cast, 

Or our path strew'd with tears. 

Lil<e aa some pleasant verdant groves 

At intervals appear. 
To cool the traveller as he roves 

Through deserts parched and drear ; 
So do these moments fan the heart, 

And gratefully restore 
Its deeper and its better p»rt 

In fresbn^s as of yore. 



THBRB ARE SOME HAPPY MOMENTS. 6i 

Who would not in bis later age 

Eevivify hie youth ? 
Kecall some fragmenta from its page 

Of unauspecting truth. 
Who would not view the world again 

In brightneaa as of old, 
When hope had tinted ev'ry plain 

With gladaome etreake of gold ? 



3IB WHISPERED IN MY BAB. 



^^^LTHOtTGH we many times had met, 

It hod been but as frieuda ; 
No word had passed between ua yet 

To lead to other ends. 
I often saw him sad and stUl, 

I once perceived a tear. 
But not a thought of love — until 

He whispered in my ear. 

He used to linger by my side, 

To join mc in a stroll ; 
He would his litfle cares confide — - 

Was pleased did I condole. 
And when he spied the mated birdd, 

Into mine eyes would peer ; 
Still I expected not the words — 

He whispered in my ear. 



HE WHISPERED JN MY EAR. 

We cared not for the busy scene, 

"We aought the silent dell. 
Beneath whoae deeply tinted green 

The gushing waters swell. 
^t last he took me by the hand, 

In fondness drew me near ; 
Then as the gentle breezes fanned — 

He whispered in my ear. 



THE COQUETTE. 



^' CAifNOT understand my heart, 

It varies lite the wiod ; 
The projects I to-day would st^rt, 

To-morrow I rescind. 
The feelings which control me now 

A moment drives away, — 
And fancies which invade my brow 

Arise but to decay. 

The scenes which have been my delight, 

Without concern I see ; 
And spots which once appeared so bright 

Have oft no charms for me. 
I long for every trifling change — 

I have no aim in view ; 
In fickleness my senses range 

T'ward every thing that's new. 



THE COQUETTE. 

There is no force my love can chain — 

'Tia flattery alone 
Whose ncceuta can my ear retain 

With its obaequioua tone. 
But though I aoar on freedom's mag, 

There are — there will be times 
When conscience like an asp will ating, 

As if such flights were crlmea. 



LINES ON THE DEATH OF ME. PEEETH, 
COXSWAIN, CUSTOMS. 



J^JLlas, poor Freeth ! his careful hand 
No more shall claep the helm, 

He's gone into a happier land, 
And to a brighter realm. 

No more his watchful eye shall keep 

The vigile of the night ; 
He rests now in his last long sleep. 

Expectant of the light. 

His life in arduous toil was spent 

Upon the foaming wave, 
Ti}l death its solemn mandate sent 

And claimed him for the grave. 



Ofl THE DEATH OP MR FRBBTIf. 

He Bank — by dire disease oppressed — 

Ere yet Ma eonrse was ran, 
Esteemed, respected, and confessed 

An honest, upright man. 

Mourn not for him, although his face 

We one and all shall miss ; 
He's started for a lovelier place. 

A better land than this. 

But weep for those who here behind 

Are of his care bereft ,-— 
To wife and children, oh, be kind, 

Forget not they are left. 



THE MOSQUITOS. 



i^^F all the sad plagues of the aeason, 

I know of none equal to these — 
They are worse, though I can't tell the reaa 

Thau thoBe little vixens, the fleas ; 
They come in the night to awake us, 

Eipel every prospect of rest — 
They cause gentle sleep to forsake us. 

Ah ! sure they're a terrible pest. 

They work not in silence— oh, never, 

(Although insect life mostly does,) 
Their bites aggravated for ever. 

With that deep and ubiquitous buzz ; 
Alas for our chambers they fill them ; 

They come like an army, in flocks ; 
And then in just trying to kill tfaem. 

Do we not give our faces hard knocks r* 



^r 



THE MOSQUITOS. 69 

Should we dare a short doze just to soatch it, 

The vilo irritation begins, 
We start as with frenzy to scratch it — 

(These things must be sent for our eina.) 
One may try the most close muslin curtain 

When e'er the hot weather sets in — 
But do what we will, it is certain, 
. Some wretched mosquito gets in. 

They will fix on our most tender portion, 

They nip first our cheek then onr nose. 
And oh ! on my word its a caution 

If they only just get at your toes ; 
In fact, of all insects created, 

'Tie these one most heartily dreads. 
And until their attacks are abated 

'Tifl clear there's no peace in our beds. 



INaTABILriY. 



■^fle E ecan the world with VMying eyes, 

It seems one conataDt change, 
Ab er'ry wind that sweeps the akiaa 

Its features disarrange. 
The plans which we have formed to-day, 

To-morrow sets aside, 
Ab sandhills may be washed away 

By the returning tide. 

The bells which now with lively chimes, 

Some grand event proclaim,— 
Are sorrowful at other times, 

And do not peal the same. 
The face one moment decked with joy — 

Is next wet with a tear; 
Xo pleasure is without alloy, 

Kor ever stable here. 



INSTABILITY. 

The friend on whom we most rely, 

May prove our greatest foe, — 
The prize for which we bid so high, 

May be our greatest woe. 
Our prospects may look bright and fair, 

Still who in such can thist — 
They're scattered by the lightest air. 

And vanish into dust. 



T 



A LIOHT HEAHT. 

JfsL LIQHT heart ie the beat to wreetle 

With the world's strange ups and downs. 
Meeting bravely all its bufiete, 

Smiling at its sternect frowns ; 
Culling all that's bright and pleasant, 

Courting all that's blithe and gaj, 
Casting all that's sad and doleful. 

Like a hateful thing awaj. 

Dwelling not on pangs that trouble. 

Musing not on future care. 
Catching every joy that's present. 

Loving all that's sweet and fair ; 
Feeling that the clouds of morning 

Oft forbode a beauteous day, 
And the darkest night must vanish 

At the sun's approaching ray. 



A LIGHT HEART. 

Heeding not the trivial croBses 

Which in every path abound, 
Yielding not to faint dejection 

When the ills of life surround ; 
Looking far beyond the hour, 

Hopeful in the deepest grief. 
Cheerful in the midst of trial. 

Thus the light heart finds relief. 



SECOND THOUGHTS ARE BEST. 



^UMP not quickly at coiicIuBiona, 
Always put thingB to the teat, 

For it is a well koowu maxim, 
That our second thoughts are best. 

Hasty words and hasty actions 
Often tend to give us pain, 

In:q)ul8e is a flighty creature. 
Leading mischief in its train. 

Youth iH adverse to reflection, 

Seldom pauses ere it acts, 
Takes all by their first appearance. 

Fictions are to it as facts. 

Leaps before it looks, and often 

Falls into a hidden snare, 
BeeklesB in its course it stumbles. 

Heedless of the word — beware. 



SECOND THOUGHTS ARE BEST. 

Caution ia a safe adviser, 

By its sister wisdom sent. 
Foolish deeds and Benseless blunders 

By its foresight to prevent. 

Listen to its friendlj warnings, 
Truths in prudent terms addreased, 

And through life's vague path remember 
That all second thoughts are best. 




OH, HOW 1 ENVIED THEM. 



^" WATCHED her aa slie rambled by, 

She knew not I was near, 
She felt not that mj anxioua eye 

Waa clouded by a tear. 
She lingered by each floweret bright. 

She stayed to pluck a gem ; 
Each seemed to give ber strange delight — 

Oh, how I envied them. 

I wished myself the gentle breeze ; 

Or like the fragrant air 
Which sported through the shading trees 

Aa if to seek Uer tliere ; 
And as she toyed with drooping boughs. 

Or clasped them by the stem, 
A gleam of pleasure crossed her browa — 

Oh, how I envied them. 



OH, now I ENVIED THEM. 

The very birj!-, by ii.iturc s!iy, 

Would settle o'er lier head, 
Or, circling round lier footsteps, fly 

Without a sign of drcaiJ. 
And as at times, when passiug near, 

Thoy touched her garmeutB' hem, 
I felt that all but me were dear— 

Oh, how I envied them. 



^tJE OEST of the ills of life ; 
Cauae of most paiu and strife ; 

Chief of expenses- 
How many slayee bast thou ? 
How many to thee bow ? 

Thief of the senses. 

How many rue the day ? 
How many date decay 

From their first tasting ? 
And in their hearts deplore, 
Peace they oan know no more, 

Sifiking and wasting. 

How many homes are left 
Of every joy bereft. 

Need we enquire ? 
Children and wives who cry, 
^s all is sold to buy 

This liquid fire. 



Could man but stop and think. 
Ere he gave way to drink, 

Would he then do it ? 
Curaea from epirits flow. 
Would he imbibe a woe, 

0;riy to rue it ? 

Could man hie features Bee, 
Worse than the brute iB be, 

When he is drunken — 
Vacant and wild the stare, 
Stamped with the look of care, 

And the eyes sunken. 

Youths, let not drink entice 
Tou to this atate of vice. 

Ending in mourning ; 
Waste not your health and strength, 
Take not from life its length, 

Take timely warning. 



_L 



^jL-Ihe teart tliat.onee in ^v/^et accord 

Kesponded to mine own. 
Now beats on distant shores abroad, 

Aud I am all alone. 
The voice whose accents softly fell 

Upon my list" ning ear, — 
No more its tale of love can tell 

My aching breast to cheer. 

I ramble like some luckless bird 

Of its fond mate bereft, — 
Though kindness is by each protFered, 

I feel I've nothing left. 
There's not a spot appears bo green, 

Or radiant as of yore; 
A cloud has parsed o'er all the scene — 

It smiles for me iio more. 



SOLITUDE. 

E'en uaturc, iu its lovc'icst huca, 

Cnnnot true joy impart, — 
UnlesB we barmoDise the view 

With sympathy of heart. 
For where an inward sorrow dwells. 

Although the care's coocealed. 
It comfort from the breast expels, — 

The strongest mind must yield. 




THE TEAE. 

J^IpIheee ie a. cbann in woman'a fiigh, 

More potent than her Btnile, 
A magic in her beaming eje 

To faecinate — beguile ; 
But should that lovely eye be dim, 

Its poiver nbo can tell ; 
We yield unto her Blightest whim. 

And fall beneath the spell. 

Aa flowers with the dew drop wet 

More beauteouB appear, 
So eyes more interesting get 

When moistened with a tear. 
They are a force which woman'a skill 

Knows aptly when to start ; 
They flow abundant at her will 
- And subjugate the heart. 



THE TEAR. 

Her "oice may not be ever clear, 

Her ioiliieDce may wane. 
She oiily has to ehed a tear, 

It BOOD returns again. 
E'en when her glossy locks are white 

We yet have to confess, 
A human feeling at the sight 

Of woman in distress. 



AN INVITATION TO VICTORIA. 



F^-1hebe ie a favored spot of earth. 

It nature's bounty shares ; 
'Neath sunny skies it had its birth — . 

Victoria's name it bears. 

A land of plenty — 'twould divide 

Its treasures with the world. 
Invite all to its pastures wide — 

See ev'ry flag unfurled. 

Upon its bay's gigantic breast 
There's freedom and there's peace ; 

Its BODS for commerce make request. 
And pray for trade's increase. 

They wish to have the cultured plain, 

And not the idle waste ; 
Their fields decked out with smDing grain 

For ev'ry one to taste. 



AN INVITATION TO VICTORIA. 

Te wbo now tread the crowded streets, 

And crave your daily bread, 
Come where aljuudance jo may eat. 

And live no iDOi'e in dread. 

Be brave and bear the ])artmg sting — 
The bird muat leave ita neat ; 

The babe cannot for ever cling 
Unto ita mother's breast. 

The bees, when overatocked, contrive 

To seek a fresh abode — 
And dare to leave the shelt'ring hive, 

To ease it of its load. 

Here 'tis the man who works may earn 
His cottage — laud — hia cow ; 

May see his daughters at the chum. 
And his sons at the plough. 

Then come ; — your offspring here are not 

A trouble nor a care ! 
Come to a country which has got 

Enough — yes, and to spare. 



DREAMS OP THE PAST. 



^^H ! dreams of the past, how they kindly 

restore ua 
To scenes from which fate us for ever has torn ; 

How again in such visions, rekindled before ua. 
We see the bright times which have faded and 

gone. 

Oh ! dreams of the past, how they vary our 
feeling, 

Itecalling i^ain e'en our happiest days ; 
The lost and the dear to our senses revealing, 

As once, ere we trod life's most obdurate ways. 

Oh! dreams of the past, how they strangely 

remove us 
From cares which will alter the firmest of men, 

And seem as if sent with intention to prove as 
The same still at heart which we felt we were 

then. 



DREAMS OF THE PAST. 87 

Oh ! dreams of the paat, Low they leave for 

reflection 
A hope which must temjier the shafpneBB of pain ; 
That a world does exist where thia severed 

coDDectioQ 
tSaij yet be recalled to esisteoce again. 



THE DAYS OP MT TOTTTH. 



^EIhe days of my youth — how they flitter. 
At times, through my poor wearied brain ; 

But what makes remerabraaee more bitter, 
Is that they can ne'er come again. 

My troubles then caused alight dejection- 
Were soon cast away and forgot ; 

They left no sad after reflection — 
How I wish later sorrows did not ! 



My heart than the morning was lighter, 
My spirits then free as the air ; 

To me ev'ry prospect was brighter, 
Since I was a stranger to care. 

My chUdbopd's mishaps or .vexation 
Brought but for one moment alloy ; — 

Sistpeas cannot long hold a station 
Within the gay breast of a boy. 



TJIE DAYS OF MY YOUTH. 

In youth 'tis the preaect we cherish — 
Heed not either future or past ; 

Feel not that our day-dreams may perish, 
But trust ev'ry pleasure will last. 

The scenes which my young mind cnchaufed, 
Perhaps have as much changed as mo, 

Aa the twig tchich in infancy planted 
Becomes in due season a tree. 




\\v ifF-w age shall have seared with the 

wrinkles of care 
That brow now ao lovely, thosn features so fair ; 
When all thy bright dreama of ambilion are o'er, 
Thou wilt look on the past and its follies deplore. 

Life now ia before thee ; you tenderly gaze 
On all its allurements, the joy it pourtrays ; 
And think not to see each fond Tision decay, 
Its pleasures, its prospects, its hopes pass away. 

The voices which praise— the creatures who fawn. 
Will cease when thy youth and thy beauty are 

gone; 
But the virtue which dwells in tby innermostheart. 
Will strengthen by time, not so flckly depart. 



'Twill eerre to refresh thee when life's chilly frown. 
Oppresses thy heart anttthy spirits cast down ; 
'Twill cheer thee when all shall have left thee 

beside, 
And teach thee the world's empty praise to deride. 

'Twill soften thy pains when in sickness you lie, 
And death in its terrors at hand you descry ; 
For though all around thee may suffer in grief. 
Thou wilt look upon death as a placid reprief. 

Then mingle with pleasure some more soher 

thought. 
Some precept, some maiim reflection has taught ; 
And learn that true happiness is not of earth. 
But Heaven alone is the source of its birth. 



THE MAIDEN'S SI&H. 



J^-^HEBE is oDe I could cherisb, 

A face that's most dear, 
O'er whom in sad silence 

I oi't shed a tear ; 
But he knows not my trouble, 

Dreams not of my love, 
For my tbeughts are but told 

To one seated above. 

He lingers beside me, 

We meet in our walks. 
He greets me with kindness, 

And pleasantly talks ; 
Tet his words seem but cold. 

As they do iiot convey 
What I, since I love him. 

Would wish him to say. 



THE MAIDEN'S SIGH. 

He telle mo his prospects. 

His HoiTowB, his joys. 
Both that which delights him, 

And that which anaojs ; 
He asks me for council, 

'Tia then, if I dare, 
My long hidden wish 

I should freely declare. 

As time rolls apace 

It appears to me strange. 
That fate, bo prolific, 

Should not bring a change ; 
Xes, it makes my poor heart 

Often ready to burst. 
To think that he loves me 

No more than at first. 




STTMMEE'S NIGHT. 



^^£^ow eweet 'tis when day, with its bustle 
and heat, 

Shall have faded, with all ita toils. 
To roam forth in pea<;e to a ahady retreat. 

From which all intrusion recoils. 



n" 



'Tis then, and then only, we freely can mu«e. 
On mankind, and each passing event ; 

For the stillness around, ia inclined to diffuse 
O'er the mind an indulgent content. 

Htiw gi-and ia that quiet, — what feelings of awe. 
E'en the trees in their majesty raise ; 

And how solemn the view, aa we further 
explore. 
And in silence Omnipotence praise. 



SUMMER'S NIGHT. 95 

How calmly the moon in its regions of apace, 
Does o'er the blue firmament ride ; 

And the silvery clouds, we at intervals trace. 
How tranquilly onward they glide. 

The numerous stars which besprinkle the scene, 

Appear with eaA other to vie ; 
But disturb not the even, the placid serene 

Which reigns so triumphant on high. 

Thus I love contemplation in Summer's mild 

When moat have retired to their rest : 
And no pen can describe the unceasing delight, 
Such reflections infuse in my breast. 



^l- 



SHE SAT BESIDE THE WINDOW SILL. 



J^^HE sat beside the window m\\. 

Her lute was on her kneo : 
Ita af rings were hanging loose aud atill — 

Oh ! did she think of me ? 
Her brow waa sad and overcast ; 

A gloom was in her eye, — 
Oh ! was she musing on the past, 

On days now long gone bye ? - 

I seemed to feel as one enchained — 

I scarcely dared to stir ; 
The haven of my rest was gained 

In being near to her. 
Tet as doll years had rolled away 

Since we two last had met, 
I could not oniiouH doubts allav 

That she might chance forget. 
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But needless were these passing fears. 

And grouadleaa these alarms ; 
She saw me, aji^ with starting tears 

Was clasped within mj arms. 
"We neither could a word invoke, 

Though hoth had loved so well, — 
The beating of our hearts 'twas spoke 

The thoughts we had to tell. 



"WISDOM, STEENGTH AND BEAUTT. 



^fl^iHDOM baa this world created — 

Culled it from its hidden source ; 
GvTpnied since, and regulated 

All things in tfieir proper courBe. 
Out of chaoB order founded. 

Mind and matter ruled and taught ; 
BeaJme and aplieres — unknown, uubouuded— 

Has to their completion brought. 

Strength is wisdom's great achiever ! 

Strength from wisdom learns its power ; 
Kourished by this vast conceiver, 

'Tis a most expressive dower. 
Strength, less wisdom's eye to guide it, 

la a pria'uer bound and tied ; 
But with wisdom's force beside it, 

Is resiatless ais the tide. 



IVISDOM, STRENGTH AND BEAUTY. 

Beauty ia that Bweet perfection 

Wisdom in its works displayo ; 
Varying ifa choice selection — 

Happy those its hand arrays. 
Beauty charma — surrounds with pleasures. 

Making nil look bright and &ir ; 
But reserves its greatest treasures 

For eudearing woman's share. 



I HAD A LOVE IN CHILDHOOD. 

py HAD a love in childhood. 

The recollection yet 
Brings bright and happy visions, 

Too glad'ning to foi^et. 
Tliat love it has a freshness, 

An absence of decay, 
That makes this life an Eden, 

And sorrow drives away. 

That love grew with my boyhood- 
Increased as years rolled by ; 

And in my early manhood 
It was my dearest tie. 

It never changed nor altered ! 
I never knew it &de ! 

It cheered my whole existence, 
In sunshine or in shade. 



/ HAD A LOVE IN CHILDHOOD. 

In life's joya or reverses • 

It was my guiding star ; 
Producing hope — and cheering — 

Although removed afar. 
And until time shall vanish, 

That love shall sliU endure, 
For like its aim and object. 

It is for ever pure. 



THE RAMBLE ON THE BEACH. 



^flE B walked upon the aandy beach, 

"We watched the riaisg tide. 
And scanned as far aa eye could reach 

The distant veeaels glide ; 
We saw the sea-gull idly soar 

With wide-extended wing. 
And heard the land birds on the shore 

Their love-songs sweetly sing. 
But though at times they near us flew, 

We heeded not their tone, 
We felt that there was but ua two, 

And we two quite alone. 



THE RAMBLE ON THE BEACH. 

While list" ning to eact others Toice, 

We cared not mucli for these ; 
We knew we were each others choice, 

What other things could please ? 
We envied not the world around, 

But wished the hour delayed ; 
We longed not for a dearer sound 

Than that our lipa couTejed. 
And as we caught, from time to time, 

A smile more rich than speech. 
We thought our own the happiest clime 

For rambles on the beach. 



3t'D like t<i dwell iu eome secluded spot, 
With one I loved Cor ever by my aide ; 

Where atrit'e aud euvy could be all forgot, 
Aud peace and couiturt be for ouee allied. 

I'd wish to roam uulieedcd aud uiiseeu — 
To cast the world's perplexities away ; 

With one dear form upou uij arm to Icau, 
Aud thus together p&es the tranquil day. 

In Bweet couverae to picture nature's laws ; 

Observe its beauties iu repose profound, — 
Say — in a sea-girt isle, upon whose shores 

The laviug waters iu their freedom bound. 



A REVERIE. lOS 

I'd search the woods, esplore the ahady glen — 
View morning'H breaking and soft eve's decline. 

Would trample wilds nntrod by other men ; 
Would bask at ease where cheering sunbeams 
shine. 

In quiet nook I'd fix my snug abode — 
I would not need the luxuries of state ; 

The cares of kings make up a mighty load, 
And sorrow often overtakes the great. 

And when 9t«rn death, the fierce intruder rose. 
He'd find me ready for the happier sphere. 

Prepared for brighter worlds by the repose 
1 had through life so largely tasted here. 



FaiENDSHIP, LOVE AND TRUTH. 



^KvBiEKDBHip'a the chain which by uniou of 
feeling 
Cementa human hearts to the objects they 
prize ; 
A tie which, as yeara roll away, keeps revealiag 
Its worth more ami more a,H lire's troubles 



It comforts id pain, and in sickness refreshes ; 

Esiets — both afflictions itud cares to dispel. 
Has no selfish ends, no dark snares in its meshca, 

Bnt blooms most where faith aud siucerity 
dwell. 

Love rule 8, —since without it this world would 
be blighted, 
Aud sad teartj invading each soft smile exclude. 
Out- lot would be like some poor trav'llers 
beuifjhted, 
Surrounded with gloom, left on sorrow to 
brood. 
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It sjiwiku ifi tlio eyu — is a, cliiirm pant dusfribiiig ; 

A gift the itiotft Uuiir jct bestowed from above, 
A t'oretaelc of bliss — thuse its siveetut'ss imbibing 

Admit there's no jny that in ec[ual to love. 

Truth — Lovc'b firm ally — its adhorciit devoted ; 

Its bond, c'uufirniation — itu ba^jis and frieud. 
The meauK by which all its best forma are 

deuoted. 
For love soon lakes flight when truth comes to 
au end. 

It fears not the light, but is clear and unspotted, 
Advances most bold when traducora assail ; 

To it the straight path ia life's course is allotted. 
It conijuerh with ease, must for ever prevail. 



IS-5- 



OH, CALL HISI BACK AGAIN. 
(for music.) 



Jif^.E left me with a troubled brow. 

In Borrow jiud m jiaiu ; 
I would that he were with me now, 

Uo call him back again. 
The light word that I spoke iu jest, 

It had an arrow's wing ; 
It pierced his too impressive breast, 

And left a hitter sting. 

I wish I could that word unsaj, 

Could my regret explain ; 
But no ! in grief he's gone awaj — 

Oh, call him back again ! 
And let me to himself unfold 

The seeret of my heart ; 
A secret much too loug untold — 

Oh let me now impart. 



OH, CALL HIM BACK AGAIN. 

How oould I Htrire in senselens wport 

Kis fond love to reatrain ; 
'Twas trillins which tbia pang liaa trougbt. 

Oh, call him bock again ! 
Oh, call him back, that I in tears 

May for the past atone ; 
Helieve him of his anxious fears. 

And claim him for mine own. 



-h 
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THERE IS A CLOUD 'NEATH E^TIRT 
BEOW. 



jyljlHBBE IB a cloud 'neatli every brow— 

The merriest must weep, 
Whose trouble oft will not allow 

The luxury of sleep. 
The face which bhndly smilee to-day 

May dread to-morrow's dawn. 
And features which now joy pourtray 

May goon be sad and worn. 

The lightest heart must sometimeB throb, 

The liveliest bosom sigh, 
The breast most cheerful heave a sob. 

And tears stain brightest eye. 
We cannot be for ever glad 

(E'en natures' sun and shade). 
We're sure to be at seasons sad. 

While anijoue thoughts invade. 
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A CLOUD 'NEATH EVERY BROW. 

And though we may, with envy's glance, 

SaiTcy another's lot. 
We little know but they perchance 

Their mineries have got. 
The placid smile may be assumed 

To hide a secret care, 
For tact has oft the face illumed 

To screen the heart's despair. 



SAT NOT, LOVE, THAT THOTJ ART GOING. 



J^^AT not, love, that thou art going, — 

See my breast surcharged with care ; 
Grief my atrickened heart o'crflowing, 

Harrows me with dark despair. 
Could I wander through thy dwelling. 

Or endure thy vacant room ; 
Sighs within my bosom swelling, 

Certain of my hapless doom. 

All the paths we used to ramble 

Would remind of loTe and thee, 
And i;he rocks we used to scramble 

Be but ailent tombs to me. 
No ! — the thought it leads to madness, 

Life would then be but a aore. 
Happiness exchanged for sadness — 

Did I Bee thy face no more. 



SAY NOT. LOVB. 

Ev'ry nook, and every turning, 

Would the dreadful fact reveal, — 
And my mind with torture burning 

Could no earthly blessings feel. 
'Beft of thee, ita sweeteHt treasure. 

What would this world's scene appear,— 
But a desert lost to pleasure ; 

But a landscape wild and drear. 

Speak no longer then of parting ; 

Say not that our love must end ! 
Note the tear already starting ! 

Mark the pain thy words portend. 
Stay, — and otoae not life's attractions ; 

Do not from my presence flee. 
What are this world's worst exactions. 

If thou art but spared to me. 




LITTLE WOMEN. 



3t Ve a taate for little women, 
Care not for a stately height ; 

Quantity is not my hobby -. 

Don't you think that I am right ? 

Little hands and little features 

Please me more than great extremes ; 

Little smiles and little glances 
Cause Die many happy dreams. 

Little wives are always treasures 
Since they take much less to keep ; 

Little stutF consume for dresses, 
If the flounces are not deep. 

Little waists take little ribbon. 

Little feet but tiny shoes ; 
Little gloves for little fingers 

How can any one refuse ? 



LITTLE WOMEN. 

If for life I must be mated, 

I should very inucli prefer 
Oue who turned to me for sucpotir, 

And not I look up to her. 

Short is everj earthly pleasure ; 

(And though it may make you laugh) 
I would rather that my partner 

Should not be my " better half. " 



I 
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IS HE RICH? 



J^^TIEY ask not if he'fi good and tme 

Nor lieed his noble gait. 
The question daily they renew, 

Is — " What is his estate ?" 
They care not for hin faithful heart. 

Discard his gentle birth. 
These pan to them no charms impart, 

'Tia always — " What's be worth ?" 

They look on him with biased eyes — 

(He visits me by stealth) ; 
The cause of this displeasure lies 

In that detested wealth. 
To me he's ever constant, kind ; 

To him they're erer cold ; 
And yet the only fault they find, 

Is that he has not gold. 



IS HE RICH? 

They will not let ub strive to earn 

The lucre they adore, 
By frugal habita thus to learn 

Necesaity for more ; 
But wiah UB ratber to begin 

In afSueuce and eaae, 
Although 'twere better for to win 

Our fortune by degrees. 

'Tis thus in niiogled hopes and fears 

Our youthful daya we spend. 
To wait, yea wait, perhapa for years, 

Uueertaiii of the end. 
Oh, why should money thua eoutrol '< 

Tbua ev'ry senae bewitch 'i 
For it men barter life and houI ; 

'Tia always — "/* /le rick / " 



J^t.OW oft unnoticed do 1 fondly gaze 
Upon that form, that iDter^Btiog face ! 

Each emile the gooduess of thy heart pourtrajs, 
In Dvery look thy geutleneas I trace ! 

Thy presence cheers me, e'en when worldly cares 
Perplex me most, and mo^ my spirita chill ; 

A word from thee a cloud of aadneaa scares ; 
I breathe in peace, forgetting every ill. 

Thou art the shrine at which ray heart adores ; — 
In thee is centred every earthly hope ; 

Thou art the guardian angel, and the source 
Of every comfort placed within my scope. 



" OH ! SCISSORS ! ' 



2E OFTEN tbiuk, as througli the streets 

I CO n tern [il alive at roll. 
How iniic-h each ci'eature that oue meeU 

Is ill oue man's control : 
Tet that man has no Doble birth ] 

But few Ilia icorldly treaaiirea ; 
Hia pride, Lis atren{;th, hia only worth. 

Is in hia perfect ineaaures. 

He gives to kings the final touch ; 

To dukee and lords the polish ; 
And gentlemen renpoct him much 

(His cut can such demolish) ; 
For ev'rjone wiio strives to prove 

Kia hubita are not slitttern, 
Mnat under his dominion move. 

And from him take a pattern. 
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so "OH! SCISSORS. 

Tou ask, who is thiii potent chief — 

This great, this strange uqIcqowd, 
Whose power thus exceeds belief. 

Since lie e'en decks the throne ; 
"Who o'er each stately earthly form 

k. Bhelteriag mantle throws ? 
I tell you — (and you need not atorm)— 

The man who makes your clothes. 



WH. 1Ubi!Hai.l, triuUr, "finDnl" OAcc, EmamU UIIL 
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